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Smelling

NEXT, in the nostrils she doth use the smell:
As God the breath of life in them did give,
So makes He now this power in them to dwell^
To judge all airs whereby we breathe and live.

This sense is also mistress of an art
Which to soft people sweet perfumes doth sell,
Though this dear art doth little good impart,
* Sith they smell best that do of nothing smell/

And yet good scents do purify the brain,
Awake the fancy and the wits refine;
Hence old devotion incense did ordain
To make men's spirits apt for thoughts divine.

Feeling

LASTLY, the feeling power, which is Life's root,

Through every living part itself doth shed,
By sinews which extend from head to foot
Aiid like a net all o'er the body spread.

Much like a subtle spider which doth sit
In middle of her web, which spreadeth wide,
If aught do touch the utmost thread of it
She feels it instantly on every side.

By Touch the first pure qualities we learn
Which quicken all things: hot, cold, moist and dry.
By Touch, hard soft rough smooth we do discern;
By Touch, sweet pleasure and sharp pain we try.

These are the outward instruments of Sense,
These are the guards which everything must past
Ere it approach tne mind's intelligence,
Or touch the Fantasy, Wit's looking-glass*

Apprehension: Fantasy: Memory

AND yet these porters, which all things admit,
Themselves perceive not, nor discern the things;
One common power doth in the forehead sit
Which all their proper forms together brings.